

TheTrtlgedie of Hamlec 

Each Gn.11 annciment,p«ie confeqilcncc 
Attends the boiftrousraine,neuet alone 
Did the King ftgh,but a generall growne. . ■ 

King. , Armc you l pray you to this fpeedic voiage, ^ 
For we will fetters put about this feare 

Which now goes to free-footed. 

Kof. We will haft vs. Exeunt. Gent.. 

Enter folon 'm. 

Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers clofet, 
Behind the Arras lie conuay my felfe 
To here iheproffcfle,rle warrant flicc lc tax himhornCj 
And as you Lid, and wifely was.it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audienre then a mother. 

Since nature makes them part iall,{lioul d ore-hearc 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Lcige, 

He call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. £x,t ° 

King. Thanks deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rankest fmels to heauen* 

It hath the primal! cldcft curfe vppont ; 

A brothers murthcr.pray can I not, , 

Though inclination be as ifcavp as will* 

My 'ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent, 

And like a man to double bufincffe bound., 

1 ftand in paufe wheie I flnll firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe wi h brothers blood j. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet Heaucns _ 

To wafh it white as fnow? whereto lerucs mercic 
Buc to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in praierbut this^wo_fold force, 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall,. 

Or pardon being downe, then llelooke vp. 

My faults is pall, but oh ! what forme of praier 
Can ferue my turne? forgiue me my foule murthcr s. 
That cannot be fince I am ftil poHcft 
Of thofe affeifs for which I did the murther ; 

My Crownc,mine o\\;nc ambition, and my Qucenej 
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Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

May one be pardoned and retaineth’offencc ^ 

In the corrupted eurrents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may fliow by iuftice, 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buye* out the Law, but tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fbufflm g, there the aftion lie* 

In his true nature,and wc our felues cotnpeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults ! 

To giue in euidence : what then, what refts ?* 

Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ftatc, O bofome blacke as death,. 

0 limed foule, that flrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubborne knees and heart with firings of fteclfr 
Be foft,as finnewes of the new borne babe. 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham.Vlon might I do it,butnowais a prayings 
And now He doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuenged, that would be fcand. 

A villaine kils my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.— 1 - — notreuendge, 

A tooke my father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his Audit {lands who knowes faue heauen,. 
Buc in our circumflanee and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie wit h him : and am I then rcuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When he is. fit and fcafoned for his paflage ? 

No. 

Vp Swerd,and know thou a more horrid hent,. 
When he is dronke,a (leepe. or in his rage, 

Or in th’inceftiouspleafure of his bed, 

At game, a i’wr aring, or about fome aft. 

That has no rellifh of Lluation in’r. 



